(Gopyright by the Author.)

Robert ............ vvvvr..he Husband
He. .......... RaPE T .. The Wife
e .. ... cicnne veveessnssssThe Maid

It o furnlihed with modest taste ond refinement. Robert ond
Mollle Espenhayne are discovered at their eveming meal.
They are’ educated, wellbred, young Americans. Robert
{s o pleasing, energetio business man of thirty; Moliie an
sitractive wothan of tweaty-five.

OB:-Mollie, 1 heard from the man who owns that house in
Kenilworth. He wants to sell the house. He won't reat.
MOLLIE—I really don't care, Bob. That house was too
far from the station and it had only one sleeping porch
and you know | want white enamelled woodwork In the
: But, Bob, I've been terribly stupid!
BOB—How #o, Mollle?
MOLLIE—You remember the Russells moved to Highland Park
last Spring? '
BOB—Yes; Ed Russell rented a house that had just been bulit.
MOLLIE~A perfectly darling little house! And FFannie Russell
once told me that the man who built it will put up a house
for any one who will take a five-year lease.
PBOB—Why don’t we get in touch with the man?
MOLLIE—Wasn't it stupid of me not to think about it? It just
flashed into my mind this morning and I sat down at once
and sent a speclal delivery letter to Fanny Russell. I

' |;|| ‘\l
.Bob—The Constitution says: “Whereas, it is a self-evident truth that all men are created equal”’—— P

-

Mollie—Bob, you're such a heathen. That’s not in the Constitution. That’s in the

asked her to tell me his name at once, and where we can
find him,

BOB—Good! You ought to have an answer by to morrow or
Thursday and we’'ll go up and have a talk with him on
Baturday. s

MOLLIE (with enthusiasm)—Wouldn't it be wonderful if he'd
build just what we want! Fanny Russell says every detail
of their house is perfect. Even the garage; they use it

BOB (interrupting)—Mollie, that’s the one thing I'm afraid of
about the North Shore plan. [I've said repeatedly that I
dort’t want to buy a car for another year or twb. But, here
‘you are, talking about a garage already.

MOLLIE—But you didn’t let me finish what I was saying. The
Russells have fitted up their garage as a playroom for the
children. If we had a garage we could do the same thing.

BOB—Well, let's keep temptation behind us and not even talk
to the man about a garage. If we move up north it must
be on an economy basis for a few years; just a half-way
step between the apartment and the house we used to plan.
You mustn't get your heart set on a car,

MOLLIE—I haven't even thougzht of one, dear. (Reaching out
her hand to touch the table button and at the same time
speaking very impressively.) Bob, I'm about to ring for
Hilda!

BOB—What of it?

MOLLIE~You know very well, what of it. T don’t want Hilda to
hear us say one word about moving away from the South
Bide!

BOB (protesting)—RBut Mollia

MOLLIE (Interrupting hurriedly)—Psst! (The next instant
Hilda enters, left. She is a tall, blonde Swedish girl, about
twenty-five years old.. She is very pretty and carries her-
sclf 'well and looks particularly charming in a maid's dress.
Bpeaking the instant that Hilda appcars and talking very
rapidly all the time that Hilda remains in the room). In
the last game Gert Jones was my partner. It was frame
aplece and I dealt and T bid one no trump. I had a very
weak no trump, I'll admit that, but I didn't want them to
win the rubber, Mrs. Stone bid two gpades and Gert Jones
doubled her. Mrs. Green passed and I simply couldn’t zo
to three of anything. Mrs. Stone played two spades,
doubled, and she made them. Of course, that put them out
wad gave them the rubber. 1 think that was a very foolish
double -of Gert Jones and then she sald It was my fault,
because I bid one no trump. (As Mollie begins her flow of
words Bob looks at her in astonishment. Then as he com-
prehends that Mollie is merely talking against time he
turns his eyes to Hilda and watches her closely. Mean-
while Hilda moves quietly and quickly and pays no atten-
tion to anything except the work she has in hand. She
takes the bowillon cups from the table, and then erits. The
{natant the door swinps shut behind Rer Mollie relares
with .a sigh.)

BOB-—Mollle, why not be sensible about this thing! Have a talk
witlt Hilda and find out If she will move north with uas.
IE—That's just like a man! Then we might not find a
house to please us and Hilda would be dissatisfied and sus-
pleious. 8he might even leave. (Hilda enters, left, carry-
ing the meat plates. Immediately resuming her mono-
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logud.) 1 think my iast year's bat will do very nicely,
You know it rained all last Summer and I m;y‘fn',
wore the hat & half a dozen times. | can e & few
chauges on it; put on some new ribbons, you know, and it
will do very micely for another year. You remember that
hat, don't you, dear?

(H¥da, meanwhile, puts the plates on the table in front
of Hob and goes out, Mollie &t onde stops speaking).

BOB (holding Mas hands over the plates as over a fire and rub-
bing them together in penial warmih)—Ah, the good hot
plates! She never forgets them. Bhe is a gem, Mollie.

{ Telephone bell rings off stage.)

MOLLIE—Answer that, Bob,

BOB—Won't Hilda answer it?

MOLLIE (standing up quickly and speaking meulw—Vorr
well, | shall answer it myself. [ can't ask Hilda to run to
the telephone while she is serving the meal

BOB (sullenly, as he gets up)—AIl right! All right!

(Bob exits, centre. As he does so Hilda appears at the
daoor, left, hurry ng to answer the telcphone), '

MOLLIE—Mr. Espenhayne will answer it, Hilda,

(Hilda makes the slightest possible bow of acquiescence,
withdraws left, and in a moment reappears with veget-
able dishes and small side dishes which she puts before
Mrs. Espenhayne. She is arranging these when Bob re-
mm:n. centre). '

BOB—Somebody for you, Hllda.

HILDA (swrprised)—For me? But | cannot answer eet now.
Pleasé ask the party to call later,

(Hilda speaks excellent English, but with some Swedish
accent.) :

MOLLIE—Just take thé number yourself, Hilda, and tell the

(HPG;:! you call back after dinner,

fiible.

MOLLIE (in a cautious wi..sner)—Do you know who it is?

(Bob closes his lips very tightly and nods yes in a very
important manner.)

BOB (looking around the room as if {o see if anyone is in hiding
and then putting his hand to his mouth and c.mnbrating
the whisper)—The Terrible Swede.

MOLLIE (in her ordinary tone and very much erasperated)—
Robert, I've told you a hundred times that youy shouldn’t
refer to—to—the man in that way.

BOB—And I've told you a hundred times to ask Hilda hls .name.
If 1 knew his name I'd announce him with as much cere-
mony as if he were the Swedish Ambassador.

MOLLIE (dispusted)—Oh, don’t try to be funny! Suppose some
day Hilda hears you speak of him in that manner?
BOB—You know that’s mild compared to what you think of &im.

Suppose some day Hilda learns what you think of him?

MOLLIE--I think very well of him and you know it. Of course,
I dread the time when she marries him, but I wouldn’t for
the world have her think that we speak disrespectfully of
her or her friends.

'BOB—"A man's home is his castle.” [

(Mollie's only answer is a gesture of impaMence. Mollie
and Rob sit back in their chairs to await Hilda's return.
A long pause. Robert grows increasingly restless. His
restlessness makes Mollie nervonus. Bob drains and re-
Nilis his glass). 3

MOLLIE—I don’t understand this at all!

BOB—What of it?

MOLLIE—He usually calls up on Wednesdays and comes to see

her on Saturdays.

BOB—And takes her to the theatre on Thursdays and to dances
'  on Sundays. He's merely extending his line of attack.
(Another long pause. Bob steals a side-long glance at
Mollie. Bhe is still ataring at him. He turns to his
water goblet. Plcks it up and holds it up to the lght.
He rolls the stem between Ma fingers, squinting at the
lHoht through the water. Reciting slowly as he oon-

+ ‘tinues to gaze at the light) Btarlight! m.;rbrlghq will

Hilda talk to him all night!

MOLLIE (in utter dizguat)—Oh, stop thpt singing..
(Bob puts down his glass and turns his attention to the

silverware and ostlery before him. He eramines ft
critically, then lays a teaspoon carefully on the cloth be-
fore him, and attempts the trick of picking it up with
the first finger in the bowl and the thumb at the point
of the handle. After ome or ftwo attempts the aspoon
shoots on the floor, far behind him. Mollie jumps at the
noise. Bob turns slowly and looks at the spoon with an
injured air, then turns back to Mollie with a silly, vacu-
ous smile. He now lays all the remaining cutlery in a
straight row before him),
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BOB (slowly cosnting the outlery ond silver, back and forth)—
Eeuy, meeny, miney, mo. Cateh a—— (Stops suddenly oo
an idea comes to Mim,) Keny, meeny, miney, mo; Hilda's
talking tp her besu. If we holler, she may go. Eeny,

L ] mee — —

MOLLIE (interrupting and exasperated to the verge of tears)—
Bob, if you don't stop all that nonsense I shall scream!
What do you suppose | ought to do?

BOB-—Go out In the kitehen and fry a couple of egss.

MOLLIE—O! be serious! I'm at my wits end! Hilda never did
anything like this before.

BOB (suddenly quite seriows)—What does that fellow do for &

living, anyhow?

MOLLIE—How should I know?

BOB—Didn't you ever ask Hilda?

MOLLIE—Certainly not, Hilda dossn't ask me about your busi-
ness, why should I pry into her affaira?

BOB (taking owt his cigurette case and Hghting a cigaretie—
Mollle, 1 see you're strong for the Constitution of the
United States. . ’

MOILLIE (suspiciously)—What do you mean by that? :

BOR—The Constitution says: “Whereas it is a self-evident tru
that all men sre born equal”—(With a wave of the hand)—
Hilda and you, and the Terrible Bwede and I and—

MOLLIE (interrupting)—Bob, you're such s heathen! That's not
fn the @onstitution, That's in the Bible!

BOB—Well, wherever it is, untll this evening I never realized
what a personage Hilda is.

MOLLIE—You can make fun of me all you pleass, but I know
what's right! Your remarks don't influence me in the
least—not in the least!

BORB [murmurs thoughtfully and. feelingly)—

, How true! (Abruptly) Why don't they

_ et married? Do you know that?

MOLLIE—AN T know {s that they are walting
until business is entirely successful
so that Hilda won’t have to work.

o BOB—Well, the Swedes are pretty careful of
their money. The chances are Hilda
has a neat little nest egg laid by.

MOLLIE (hesitating and doudtfully)—That's
one thing that worries me a little. I
think Hilds puts money—into—into—
into the young man's business.

BOR (indignantly)—Do you mean to tell me
that this girl gives her money that
fellow and you don't try to find out a
thing about him? Who he is or what
he does? 1 suppose she supports the
loafer. *

MOLLTIE (with dignity)—He's not a loafer.
I've seen him and I've talked with him
and T know he's a gentleman,

BOB—Mollie, I'm getting tired of all that kind
of drivel. 1 believe nowadays women
give a good deal more thought to pleas-
ing their maids than they do to pleas-
ing thelr husbands,

MOLLIE [demurely)—Well, you know, Bob,
your maid can leave you much easier
than your husband can (pauses thought-
fully), and I'm sure she's much harder
to replace.

" BOB (rvery angry, looking at hiz watch, throw-
ing his napkin on the tadble and stand-
ing up)—Mollle, our dinner has been
interruptéd for fifteen minutes while
Hilda éntertains her (with sarcasm)
gentl:ml.n friend. If you won't stop it,

« T will.

(Rteps toward the door, centre.)

MOLLIE—Robert, sit down!

(Bod pauses, and at tke instant Hilda
enters, meeting
Bob face to face.
Both are startled.
Bob in a surly
manner walks
back to his place
at the tabdble.
Hilda follows,
exrcited and ea-
ger. Bob zils

down and Hilda stands for a mo-
ment at the table, smiling from
one do the other and evidently
anrious to say something. Bob
and Mollie are severe and wun-
friedly. They gaze at Hilda
coldly. Slowly Hilda's enthus-
iasm cools and she becomes again
the impassive servant.)

HILDA—Aixcuse me, Meeses Alspen-
hayne, I am very sorry. I bring
the dinner right In.

(Hilda exits left.)

BOB—It's all nonsense. These plates are
stone cold now. )
(Hilda enters with meat platter.
Places it before Bob. He serves |
the meat and Mollie starts to =
serve the vegetables. Hilda
hands Mollie her meat plate.)

MOLLIE—Vegetables? (Bob is chewing
on his meat and does not ansiver.
Mollie looks af Mm inguiringly.
But his eyes are on his plate. Re-
peating) Vegetablea? (Still no an-
swer from Rob. Very softly under
her breath) H'mm.

(Mollie helps herself to vege-
tables and then dishes out a por-
tion, which she hands to Hilda,
who in furn places the dish be-
side Bob.)

BOB (chewing desperately on his meat)—
Tenderloin ,I believe?

MQLLIE (sweetly)—Yes, dear.

BOB (imitating Mollie a moment dack)— “We move to the North Shore? How ridicu-

H'mm! (He takes one or two more
hard Dbites.)
idea.

ml..".lE—l'm I‘O"l“\'ed.

BOB: (sarvagely)—Yes, you will be when you hear it. When we
get that builder's name from Fanny Russell, we'll tell him
that instead of a garage, which we don't need, he can build
a special telephone booth off the kitchen. Then while Hilda
serves the dinner——-

(Bob stopa short, ag Hilda bursts in abruptly, left, and
comes to the tabdle,)

HILDA-—Alxcuse me, Meeses Alspenhayne, I am so excited,

MOLLIE (anxiously)—Is anything wrong, Hilda?

HILDA (erplosively)—Meeses Alspenhayne, Meester Leendquist
he say you want to move to Highland Park.

(Bob and Mollie simuitancously drop their knives and
forks and look at Hilda in astonishment and wonder,)

MOLLIE—What?

BOB—Who?

HILDA (repeats very rapidiy)—Meester Leendquist, he say you
look for house on North Shore!
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MOLLIE (uiterly overcome af Hilda's knowledge ond o8 ¢ loge
for words of demial)—We move to the North Shere? How
ridiculous! Hilda, where did you get such an idea? (Turne
to Robert) Robert, did you ever hear anything so langh-
able? (She forces a strained losgh) Ha! Hal Ha! (Bobert
Immmuuumuumm. At Mollie's
guestion he turns to Mer'in startied swrprise. 1 ¢ slorie fo
answers, gulps, swallows Rard, and then coughs viclently.
Very sharply, after waiting a moment for Bob t6 enswer)
Robert Espenhayne, will yoa stop that ecoughing and an-

BOB (between coughs and drinking o plass of water)—Egh!
Egh! Excus¢e me'! Something, eh! Egh! stuck in my
throat.

MOLLIE (turning to Hilda)—Some day we might want to move

north, Hilda, but not now! Oh 1o, not now!

BOB—Who told you that, Hilda? *

HILDA—Meeste? Leendquist.

MOLLIE (puzzied)—Who is Mr, Lindquist?

HILDA (surprised)—Meester Leendquist—(pouses, o trifie
barrassed) Meester Leendquist ess young man who

.speak to me on telephone. He come to see
Raturday.

BO"—Oh, Mr. Lindquist, the—the—Ter—

MOLLIE (interrupting frantically, and waving her hands ot Bod)
—Yes, yes, of course. You know—My. Lindquist! (Bod
catches himaself fust in time and Mollie settles back with o
sigh of reMef, then turna to Hilda with ¢ pussied oir) But
where did Mr. Lindquist get such an fdea?

HILDA—Mrs. Russell tell heem so.

MOLLIE (now entirely bewildered)—What Mrs. Russell?

HILDA—Meeses Russell—your friend.

MOLLIE (more and more of sea)—Mrs. Edwin Russell who
comes to se¢ me—every now and then?

HILDA—Yes. - i

MOLLIE—But how does Mrs. Russell know Mr. Lipdquist, and
why should she tell Mr. Lindquist that we expected to
move to the North Shore? =

HILDA—Meester Leendquist, he bufld Meeses Russell's house.
That ees hees business. He build houses on North Shore

*  and he sell them and rent them.

BOB (in awe and astonishment)—You mean that Mr. Lindquist,
the young man who comes to see you every—every—every
:ﬂ'l?ml then—1s the same man who put up the Russell

ouse

HILDA—Yes, Meester Aispenhayne.

BOB (slowly)—And when Mrs. Espenhayne (pointe fo Moliie)
wrote to Mrs, Russell (ferks hiz thumd to éndicote the
North) Mrs. Russell told Mr. Lindquist (ferks his thugl in
opposite direction) and Mr. Lindquist telephoned to you?
(Points to Hilda.)

HILDA—Yes, Meester Alspenhayne (nodding).

BOB (rery thoughtfully and stowly—Hmm! (Then slowly resum-
ing his meal and speaking in mock seriousness, in subtle
jest at Mollle, and imitating her tane of @ moment or two

back) But, of course, you understand, Hilda, we don't want
to move to the North Shore now! ., no, not now!

HILDA (somewhat cresifallen)—Yes, Meester Alspenhayne.

BOB (reflectively)—But, of course, if Mr. Lindquist duilds houses,
we might look. Yes, we might look.

HILDA (in growing cenfidence and enthusiasm)—Yes, Meester
Afspenhayne, and he bufld such beautiful and so
cheap. He do so much heemself. Hees father . CAP-
penter and ,he work hees way through Uneeversity of
Meenesota and study architecture and then he 'go to
Uneeversity of Eelenols and study landscape gardening
and now he been in business for heemself sex years. And
oh, Meeses Aispenhayne, you must see hees own home!
You will love eet, eet ees s0 beautiful. A little house, far
back from the road. You can hardly see eet for the trees

me every

and the shrubs, and een the Summer the roses grow all
around Eet is just like the picture book!
MOLLIE (in the most perfunc

tory tome, utterly without
interest or enthusicem)—

How charming! Pauses
. az) ) thoug y. then turns
ds T to Hild8, anxiously) Then

I suppose, Hilda, If we
should decide to move up
to the North Shore you
would go with us?

HILDA (Aesitatingly) — Yes,
Meeses Aispenhayne
Pauses.) But I theenk I
must tell ¥ou thees Bpring
Meester Leendquist and I
aixpect to get married.
Meester Leenquist's busi-
ness ees very good. (With
6 quick smile and a glance
from one to the other)
You know, 1 am partner
with heem. T put all my
money een Meester Leend-
quist's business, too
(Mollie and Bob gaze at
each other in complete
resignation and sur

- render.

(quite seriously after @
long pause) — Hilda;,” 1
don't know whether we
will move, north or not,
but the next time Mr.
Lindquist comes here 1
want you to introduce me
to him. I'd like to know
him. You ought to be
very proud of a man like
that. )

HILDA (radiant with pleaswre)
~—Thank you, Meestér Als-
penhayne.

MOLLIE—Yes, Indeed, Hilda.
Mr. Espenhayhe has often
sald what fine’ young
man Mr. Liddquist seems
to be. Weé want to meet
him, and Mr. Afsperihayne
and I will talk about the
house and then we will
speak to Mr. Lindquist. (Then weakly.) Of course, we
didn't expect to move north for a long time, but, of cournse,
if you expect to get married, and Mr. Lindquist bullds
houses—

(Her volce dies out. Long Pawse), '

HILDA—Thank you, Meeses Alspenhayne, I tell Mr. Leendquist.

(Hilda stands at the tadle a moment longer, then slowly
turns and moves toward door, lefl, Bob and Mollie watch
her and as she moves away from the table Bob turna tn’
Mollie, At this moment Hilda stops, turns suddenly and
returns to the table, ¢

AILDA-—-Oh, Meeses Alspenhayne, I forget one theeng!

MOLLIE-—What now, Hilda?

HILDA-—Meeater Leendquist say eef you and Meester Alspen-
hayne want to look at property on North Rhore, 1 shall let
heem know and he meet you at station weeth hees automo-
bile.

.

QURTAIN,



